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portant victory, for one of the disembarkation points for the Imperial
Army is near by,"
"It's great, the day before yesterday, February 8, our men-of-war in-
flicted heavy damage on the Czar's Oriental Squadron off Port Arthur,
completely disabling a few battleships and shattering others," beamed
the elderly man.
"It's the first time that we Orientals were ever successful in naval
combat against the white people," the student murmured as he glanced
over the pages.
"Oh, here are many heroic stories told about the Port Arthur en-
gagement!"
Without waiting for any comments he went on; "Listen to this,
'Midshipman Kajirnura on the battleship Hats&se was almost blown into
two, his flesh and bones scattered in a pool of blood. Despite the fatal
wound he calmly requested the bystanders to pick up his own human
debris and clean the deck'—Kajimura? Kajimura?" He whispered to
himself, bending his head to one side.
"What a brave fellow he was! Did you know Midshipman Kaji-
mura?" a husky kurum&ya covered with colored tattoo on his back,
legs, and arms, inquired.
"H'm-m, Kajimura?" The student was still twisting his head,
"Are there other stories like that?" the elderly one inquired.
"Well—yes, here is another one: 'In the same battle, a sailor, whose
right arm was struck away by an enemy shot like a snapped-off leaf in
the frosty wind, grasped it with his left hand and took it to the
doctor.'—Kajimura?"
"Our men are certainly brave, are they not? What's the matter with
you, student? Are you crying?" The tattooed comrade looked into the
student's face behind the newspaper.
"No, I'm not!"
"But tears are dropping on the charcoal fire-"
The student bit his lower lip hard. "I, I knew Midshipman Kajimura,
I knew him! He's killed. He was my best friend; we've been like
brothers ever since we were boys."
"Oh!" All looked at him sympathetically. The student, letting the
tears pour from his eyes, went on:
"I know his folks, too; they are my neighbors at home. When we
finished high school together-his family and mine were not well-to-do
—we wanted to continue our studies—we had to choose some inexpenr
sive way to do that.

